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short, that no traces of them could ever afterwards be
found. This theft reminds me of another which took
place a little before the commencement of these me-
moirs. The grand apartment at Versailles, that is to
say, from the gallery to the tribune, was hung with
crimson velvet, trimmed and fringed with gold. One
fine morning the fringe and trimmings were all found
to have been cut away. This appeared extraordinary
in a place so frequented all day, so well closed at night,
and so well guarded at all times. Bontems, the King's
valet, was in despair, and did his utmost to discover
the thieves, but without success.

Five or six days afterwards, I was at the King's
supper, with nobody but Daquin, chief physician, be-
tween the King and me, and nobody at all between
me and the table. Suddenly I perceived a large black
form in the air, but before I could tell what it was, it
fell upon the end of the King's table just before the
cover which had been laid for Monseigrieur and Ma-
dame. By the noise it made in falling, and the weight
of the thing itself, it seemed as though the table must
be broken. The plates jumped up, but none were
upset, and the thing, as luck would have it, did not fall
upon any of them, but simply upon the cloth. The
King moved his head half round, and without being
moved in any way said, " I think that is my fringe! "

It was indeed a bundle, larger than a flat-brimmed
priest's hat, about two feet in height, and shaped like a
pyramid. It had come from behind me, from towards
the middle door of the two ante-chambers, and a piece
of fringe getting loose in the air, had fallen upon the
King's wig, from which it was removed by Livry, a